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inscrutable twinkle from behind gold spectacles,
a twinlfle which one could not help feeling to be a
comment* He was not really very dark. Not
Hindu, Calcutta, dark; rather the lightish coffee
of a Mahomznedan hill tribe. Not that there was
even any evidence, as far as I remember, that he was
Indian. He might have come from Syria, or even
Smyrna* It seems to me now that, apart from
complexion, there must have been a distinct resem-
blance to Gandhi, whom of course I had never then
seen. Not that the dark gentleman wore sandals;
nor were there any of those curious, almost simian,
thrustings of skinny dark arms out of the ample
folds of a homespun shawL The dark gentleman
dressed like a European. But there was the same
general effect of peering and thoughtful silence, the
same sudden mild and friendly smile, the same
queer suggestion of helplessness tempered by in-
scrutability. Dangerfield did not explain him,
either then or later; "this is a friend of mine1*
being all that he vouchsafed,

After lunch Dangerfield went, as usual, to the
piano* Soon after he had reached Uapres midi $un
faune I found myself outside in the little garden with
the dark gentleman. Jack stayed in to listen. He was
more musical than I, as well as more polite, but he
cast a wistful glance at us as we went out, for he too
would have liked to investigate the dark gentleman.
But the convention between us was that I was the
leader, and accordingly better qualified to consort
with distinguished strangers. It was not till we
read Greats together at Oxford that I first suspected
that he was the better man; a suspicion afterwards